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masters. This wonderful assembly of paintings, comprised of
Titians, Rubens, and Rembrandts, all fine examples, was
owned by a man who had become blind. The old man, taking
me by the arm, led me from one to the other of the paintings,
talking about them as if he could still see their beauty,
as indeed in his mind's eye he did, until we came to the few
pieces of sculpture and my host started telling me of a
Benvenuto Cellini which should have been on a pedestal, and
which I failed to see. Looking about me I espied the Cellini
on a table where it had been misplaced. The collection, of
course, interested me, and I much enjoyed seeing these
wpnderful paintings. At the end, though, the collector said,
as if congratulating himself: " You see, my taste stopped
with 1669, the year of Rembrandt's death.'7 I recall that
when leaving him I reflected bitterly on the taste and
judgment of this wealthy man who would not purchase a
work unless it were three or four hundred years old. Con-
servatism I found as strongly entrenched in America as it is
in England, or in official circles in France.

There is practically the exact equivalent of the Royal
Academy in their National Academy of Design, and even
in " advanced " groups who take their thinking from Paris
or Munich. I saw nothing of a sculpture that would be the
equivalent of the Leaves of Grass, even in intention. There
was a curious harking back to pseudo-classic sculpture, a
kind of early Greek stylism $ an early Greek made into table
ornaments or book-props, or Renaissance motives turned into
garden statues or for fountains, or Buddhist placidness on
a small decorative scale, a sort of Sunday afternoon Buddhism,
I thought, something that was the equivalent in sculpture of
Christian Science. I found nothing in sculpture that was
native, inspired by the soil, or even the vast commercial
enterprises of America. At present, perhaps, the great works
like the Boulder Dam or the Panama Canal or the sky-
scrapers come nearest to an impression of the American soul.
Sculpture has to wait.

During my stay I did three portraits, Professor John
Dewey, Professor Franz Boas, and Paul Robeson. The John